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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This is not a zombie Apocolypse thing as much as there are creatures that come out of a dimension to take 
over earth. This is an older fic of mine but please enjoy and give me feedback 


James sat on his couch with the television on, casually tuning his guitar and sipping on his beer, blue eyes 
fixed on his strings. Bruce, who had come over not too long ago to hang out, sat beside him, watching the 
television attentively with warm chocolate eyes. It was a quiet and very peaceful afternoon, the sun was out 
and the air was full of the freshness of autumn. It was peaceful. That is until a redheaded man burst through 
James's front door. James jumped and looked up only to find a beaten and bloody Dave Mustaine. He had a 
black eye, several cuts and scratches on him, and his once long sleeved white shirt was littered with tears and 
bloodstains. He looked like the definition of hell. Bruce gazed upon the man in horror. 

"Dave." James managed. "What the literal fuck happened to you?" Dave panted. 

"There's no time to explain," he said. "You guys have to come with me and get out of here now." Bruce took a 


deep, shaky breath. 


"Dave, just calm down and tell us-" he was cut off by a loud hissing noise from outside. All three men looked 
outside only to find a strange and deformed creature, peering in through the window. It had only shadows for 
eyes, its maw littered with decaying fangs. Its skin was black as night with long, deep scars and carvings. The 
only way to describe it was utterly demoric and purely hellish. James and Bruce were both yanked away by 
the creature from their spots, the creature busting them through the window and going to carry them away. 
That is until Dave drew out a gun and fired it several times, wounding, but not killing the devilish thing. It 
screamed a scream of a hundred souls and crawled away, never to be seen again by the men. Dave panted and 
helped Bruce and James up from where they were dropped. 

"Okay. What the bloody fockin hell was that thing?" Bruce said, picking glass from his arms and chest. Dave 
shrugged. 

"Do | look like an expert on creepy paranormal beings to you?" Dave asked. James picked glass from his arms 
and asked, 

"Where did it come from?" Dave put his gun away. 

"No clue. | was just sitting at home with the band and Steve hanging out when all of a sudden these things just 
dug out of the ground and started killing people. It was a bloodbath but luckily, thanks to my basement, we 
were able to hide," James nodded, absorbing all the information. 

"So you came to get us and take us there?" James asked. Dave nodded. 


"We need to stick together. Come on," And with that they went out to Dave's car and began driving away. 


